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7 2 © patter to placemen and pimps d'ye fee, 
F Bout penſions and poſts and the like ; 

Equal laws, equal rights, and ſtritt juſtice give me, 
And I never to tyrants ſhall! ſtrike: 

Though the dim ſhades of ignorance round us now {pread 
Men's minds to corrupt and ſebaſe 

Yet knowledge and realon their influence ſhall hed 
And the univerſe cheer with their rays; 

Ev'n now they cell out, we ne'er ſhall be ſlaves, 
Nor ſhall tyrants rulc over this iſle, 

For the goddeſs of Freedom her banner high waves, 
And intpires all her fors with her (mile, 


TW heard good Duke Richmond palaver one day, 
Bout reform, freedom, juſtie 6 and truth; 

And my timbers, what ling 0 he'd coil and be may, 
Why---t was jut all as one as hi gh Dutc} 

For he ſay that = ms en us founder d'yc ſee, 
And our | reedom migat go gown Helo 

Ang many odd things that prove clearly to me, 
That apenion has ta'en him in a4 

But away ye apoſtate nor thiok to enſlave 
Fieedom's ſons, ar her favourite TIT 

For the goddels of 1 tecdom het Rs high Wives. 
And inſpires ail her ſons with her {mile, 


1 ſaid to old Burke, for. q ye lee, he would cry, 
When France had refolved to be free; 4 
W hat arguhes grun/imng le hogs in a ſtye, 
V by !--wrat a damn'd fool you m alt be: 
world's wile; and that P reedom's the 
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Don“ ACT know {1s 
work. 
Engag 1 16 by fea and on ſhore, * 
Ad * to the Laterne you thould go my friend, Burke, 
\W yy, WC WCC Mall be plagu'd with Y GU more! 
Then away With your faction, nor think to enſlave 
Freedom's ons in her favourite ile, 
For tle goddets around us her banners ſhall wav, 
_ And 1nfſpire all her ſons with her tmile. 


Y'ye mind me a pat riot ſhould be ev*ry inch, 
A lupporter of Freedom and right ; 

Andfor them brave the world without off ring to inch. 
Tho" opprefiors and tyrants unite. 

As for me in all weathers, in peace or in war, 
My Country, ms {21vice commands: 

Our rights are at ſtake, and the time is not tat 
When her ſons ſhall aflert their demands: 

Then, then, my brave Britons, we ne'er ſhall be flaves, 
Nor {hall tyrants rule over this iſte; 

See the goddeſs of Freedom her banner high wa es, 
And mfptres all her tons ww? her ſmile. 
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